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^^ VUi pteoe cannot U perfarmei wiBiout (he Augiio^$ 
fermMon, 



LURLINE. 

SCENE FIRST.— A Gave beneath the Blnna. 
JsAN Dont alone. — ^Lublinb eingi udtkovk 

AiB. — **Fl<nD on, BUver BhineT 

CSome down beneath my silver Rhine, 
Come down &om that dnll world of ^inel 
O, diild of earth, would'st then not see 
How &ir a Naiad waits for thee P 

7bah. (•(U%) Ah, mj Lorlinel She sings &r eror 
thns — 
She sighs for mortals, and despises t». 
•* Give me some novelty from terra firma^ 
**Tm sick of mermen!*' is her constant murmutt* 
Oh, what have we poor finny fellows done 
That she should so detest ns every one P 
It's very hard, but harder still I call 
.The fact that she detests me most of all. 
Long have I hoped to win her for my bride, 
Bnt now Fm thrown, like some old shoe^ aside* 
My love is vain — my aspirations idle, 
And so my state of mind is suicidal. 
An old and worn ont shoe ! That seems to ))e 
Perhaps a very Roofless simile. . ' 

But it's the sort of thing a fellow feels 
Who's lived so long amongst the soles and edit. 
im, talking nonsense — ^but thaPs nothing new, 
Lurline declares it's what I always do. ^ 
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4 LT7BLINB. fSa I. 

Pre not the smallest, notion what I mean 

.Excepting tbat I love (wildly) Lurline! Lnrline! ' ^ ."^ 

Bhinb King, (without^ n. u. e.) Who calls Lnrline so 
loud ? What noisy rioter ? 
(he enters) Jean Dore, please to keep a little quieter ! 
What makes yon howl in this excited fashion ? 

J BAN. I love ! The lady don't return my passion. 

King. Before you talk of love your voice wants 
mellowing, 
Unless the helle yon seek be fond of 5e?Zowing. 
But why so downcast ? Why that look so gloomy ? 
Of your sad mien explain the meanmg to m^— 
Care on your brow already stamps if s wrinkle. 

JkaIt. Oh, that I were the humblest periwinklo 
Tliat creeps into its shell upon the shore 
A nd thrives in single bliss and asks no more ! 
Oh, that I were an oyster by the sea, 
For what I now am, then I should not be ! ' 

King. It's obvious you'd not : another fact 
Is that it's obvious you're slightly ci^acked. 

, Jeajst, Sire, if you wonder why I've lost my scnsefii 
Receive my melancholy confidences. 

EliNG. I'd rather not. 

Jban. Oh, don't refuse to hear, 

'Twould make the dryest herring shed a tear! 
When my Lurline was but an infant shrimp. 
And I a sort of little tadpole imp, 
Her childish heart e'en then I thought of winning. 

King. She snubbed you, I believe, from the begiimi^g. 

J KAN. She did, yet I continued to adore. 

King. And does she snnb you less ? 

Jban. She snubs me more. 

I often call on her— — 

Kino. : Ton call| no doubt, 

jpnt do you fll|^ her in ? 

Jban. . ' * I find her out! 

And if we meet, should I grow somewhat boldoTi 
She turns her back, and gives me the " cold shoulder/' 
Bepajing all my ardour of devotion 
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By froeziiig harder than the Arctic ocean. 
Ail, crael Naiad, (he hursts into tears) 

EiMo. It's a doleful tale, 

But please don't blubber so — ^now pray don't waU, 
You know, although I mnch deplore your case. 
In this fresh stream a wail is out of place. 
You call yourself a water spirit ! Bah ! 
A milk-and-water spirit's what you are. 
The fair Lnrline you can't expect to please, 
For she^s the cream of naiads— -quite " the cheese.** 

Jba^. (sadly) I love hut her. 

Kino. Qomig his patience^ You're most fatiguing. Why 
Thus harp on that ? (Lublins's harp is hewrd wiHioui) 

Jban. (pointing off) It's she who harps, not I. 

LuBLiNB sings toiihout^ B. u. B. 
For thee, beneath my silver Bhine 
Are cool retreats, are caves divine. 

Jbak. Hark how she sings! She spreads her net: 
ifs plain 
<A large ** net profit " she intends to gain. 
Some child of earth the siren down will draw. 
That bait will catch a mortal, my hete noir. 

Kino. And when she catches him ? 

Jban. Down here she'll carry him. 

And if he's handsome, why, she means to marry him. 
' Kino. A Naiad wed a man ? 

Jban. Yes, that's her wish. 

She says disdainfully she's tired of fish! 

Kino. I fancied she had sense^ but I mistook her. 
She'd hook a mortsl-^njudiciotis hooker I 
I wonder who will bo the victim caught, ^ 

rerhaps a British tourist — awful thought ! 
know the kind^it gives my heart a paofr— 
I know his dire propensity for slang, , .^ ' \ 

His large-checked travelling-suit-^his swaggering waBc, 
His neckties, louder even than his talk. 
Jsi summer-time they come— a long procession— 
^^ing the Bhine "— ^to use their oven expr^on. 
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Will onr Lurline on passing steamers waste 
Her songs ? 

Jean. Yon don't enongli cisteem her taste. 
No vulgar wretch would suit her — my adored ! 

Kino. Well, save us from the British snob abroad! 
Go, watch her singing, Jean, and let me know 
What sort o£ man she's hooking. Hook it ! Go ! 

( JsAN Dob£ hows and exits b. v* s. 

SONG. AiB. — **Lovey transient passion.*^ 

Bfine EIing. 

Love ! why invade the Naiad's home serene ? 

Love-^-transient passion^— idle whim ! 
How that poor fellow does adore Lurline 

While i^e cares not a rap for him ! 
For she is luring mortals to the wave, 
Of mortal love shet'llbe the slave. 
Yet I'm content- 
She will repent, 
'Twill teach her to behave. 
(At the close of this the music changes to LvnumiCB mk^ 
and the harp is heard a^foiin.) 

Lurline wWiout, singing the last Im^ofker cmt. 

Then come! Lurline doth wait for thee. 
(-4 lovd splash is heard and Jean Dob^ rushes in b. it. b. 

Jean. Yon heard ? Some fool she has contnved to 
win, 
He lost his hpad-— -^e took a header in-* 
An awful plunge ! 

Kino. Who is he? 

Jean. Some poor fiat. 

King. He's in the army. 

Jea|7. How do yoa know tiiat? 

King. Why, he's a plunger. 

J[fAN. 'Twas a daring jump. 

TLjiuq. He's in the "heavies" — so he came down 
plump, 

Jban.. {sighing) Yes, p'r'aps he's in the army. Ah^ w^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 
III jtaai ^ ■ 



8a !•] LUBUHB. ? 

KiHO. WdlP 

JxAN. (crying) Small chance for mo against tids 

soldier-swell. 
Kino. Yoti're a great silly baby thus to cry. 
Your proper place is in ihe infcmtry. (looking off n. 

Bnt look ! bere comes Larlino, we'll dear iibe field, 
J^d watch her little game, ourselves, concealed. 

{Jban and Shine Kino hide themselves among rocks^ l. 
Mudc. — iMrlvn^B air is \' 



Xfnfer Lubune b., toith harp in her hand^ followed hy two 
Mebmen, who are supposing Count Rtjpebt in a swoon, 

LiTBL. (to iJie Mebmen) Lay down ypur preeions burden 
gently ihere^ 
And place him ** tjiis side upwards," and " with care.** 
Rest him against the rock till he grow stronger. 
My finny friends, I won't detain you longer. 

(the Mbbhbn, who have placed Bupebt, sUU insensible, on 
the ground, resting against a rorJc, how and exeunt 
B. IT. B., LuBLiNE kncels down hy Bupebt and con* 
templates him) 

My charm has worked. See ! At my feet he lies 

Until I choose to bid him wake and rise. 

My mi^c music caught him unawares, 

We sirens sing such very catching airs. 

And who'll deny the power of tuneful sound ? 

(running herfin^eis over the harp) 
With these few chords my prisoner I bQMAd« 

(laying her hand^ on Jmf^vfjteai) 
Kbw on thy forehead pale my hands { preeSt 
And lull thy spirit to forgetfulness,; 
So that awaking thou sh^t not remember 
Whether this month be April or December, 
YkfB recollect thy country, nor thy town, 
Nor if thy name be Smith, or Jones, or Brown^ 
Till some more potent spell than mine restore 
Thy memory to what it was before. 
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Thiis, at my touch I bid thee waken, (pressing ^er ho/ni 
en hisforeheadf Bupbbt begins to grow restless) 

Yes! 
He wakens ! See the '^ influence of the press ! " 
(she sings) Thoa art beneath my silver Bhine, 
BelovM mortal, thoa art mine ! 
BupBBT. (Javntly^ with dosed eyes) Still in my ears the 
same sweet yoice is ringing, 

(he opens his eyes and sees Lublinb) 
Oh, was it thou — so exqnisitely singing ? 

(he starts up and looks round him) 
But where am I ? ^is not on earth I stand ! 
Say, do I dream ? Can this be f airyland. 
And thoa Titonia ? 

LuBL. Fm no fairy qneen. 

Only a Naiad, whom they call Lnrline. 

(she sings the second part of her air) 

Then my delight, my joy shalt be, 
Lnrline hath waited long for thee. 

BxTPBBT. (looJdng at Jier with admiration) Waited so 
long for me ? Why, had I known, 

8n wings of love to yon I must have flown, 
r rather — down to yon that I might glide-^ 
A pair of fins my love would have suppb'ed. 
(putting his hand to his forehead as if to recaU his thottghti) 
How did I get here ? That I can't explain. 
There's no mud here, to muddle so my brain. 
I jost remember springing from some shore, 
A splash — then sinking deeper — nothing more ! 
Tet this I'm sure of —though my thoughts seem dim sa^- 
Tmnnder water — iaat my head does swim so. 
LuBL. My remedy will core that in a trice t 
BuPBBT. (dovitfuUy) It's nothing nasty ?^ 
LiTBL. No, it's something nice. 

(kissing him on theforeheoS) 
2%w is my remedy! It did yon good ? 
BiTPBBT. (delighted) Cured me completely ! 
LiTBL. (laugh^ig) Ah, I thought it woald« 
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Headaches or heartaches — ^I can heal them thnSy ^ 

A perfect cure it is. ' 

^ ^UPBBT. How eurlona ! 

You'll give me (hmtating) one more ? 

LuBL. (readily') Yea — of course I will. 

(she hisses Mm (zgain) 

BuPBBT. Thanks : now I feel cured more complete! j 
still! 
Doses as sweet as yours were sweet indeed, 
And I should prove a (docile invalid. 
Doctors would never be in requisition 
For your dear phiz would m?ike the best physidsjil 

LuBL. So you .feel happy here i 

BuPBBT Why, see my luck ! 
Tve got a ducking, but I've found a duch, 

(looking round him wUh curiosity) 
And this is where you Naiads always dweU ? 
D* you like it, pretty Naiad ? 

LuBL. (sighing) Pretty well. 

But there's a total absence of variety, 
IVe been so sighing for some new society. 
Life soon stagnates.Hi. these sequestered places, 
(meaningly) And m firesh waters we should have fresb 



BuPEBT. (ardently) Then may I dare to hope I don't 
intrude 
Upon your watery beatitude ? 
Sweet siren, O that I might ever bo 
In your abode of blest serejiiiy ! 
This peaceful haven would I fix my lot in 
These grottoes where one's safe from all garoUing, 
Where no Reform League's angry voice is storming. 
For there is nobody who wants reforming, 
And happy creatures live from day to day 
In blissful ignorance of Beales, M. A 
Tes, 'tis an Eden for which all might wish« 
There are no finny^una here except the fish. 
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Ant AKB Tbio.— ilM* fnm ^' IV4 4«i» CHere$!^ 

(duiring which the Bhine Kino <md Jean Dob£ jpe^r otrf 
yn>m ^ roeka at hack c. listening^ unseen hy the other iioa) 

BuPBBT. (tenderly) Fair Lnrline — ^Naiad Qaeen, 
Hence let me never roami 
Finding tliis perfect bliss 
I would seek no other homtt. 
Here to stay — ah, what delight! 
All the day, and all the night ! 
Fair Lnrline — ^Naiad Qneen ! eto^ 

liizBL. Stop with ns, nor ever fly! 

Kino, (at hack and aside) Scandalous flirtation! 14e! 

Tbio. 

BuPBBT. Fair Lnrline — ^Naiad Qneen! 
Say thon my lore wilt be— » 
Thon, my bride— decide^ 
Crowning my felicity ! 
LuBL. Do yon mean to Imrline 

Faithful and true to to P 
Mortal man seldom can 
Keep to his fidelily. 
Kino, (aside) Here's a scene ! Clem she mean 
His love — ^his bride to be F 
Mortal man never can 
With a Naiad e'er agree. 
LiTBL. (appearing embarrassed) Ton sing well, for % 

mortal* . 
BuPBBT. I rejoice 

To find ttie water doesn*t drown one*s voice, 
(earnestly) But tell me— do yon take the hand I proffer t 

LiTBL. (coyly) 'Tis such a very nnea^>ected offer. 
And mightn't yon consider it a bore 
To have a merman for your pa-in-lavr f 
Think of my lelatives— of whom Fve dozenlH^ 
Lots of odd fish — ^no end of finny cousins! 
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The mairimonial river rnns full deep-« 
I lAouId advise you — ^look before yon leap. 

BuPBBT. Tet about leaping IVe no hesitations— 
Bdate no more concerning yonr relations ; 
Their home's below the tide—- ^Ao^'a no objectioDy 
It doesn't follow they're a low connection, 
While as for you^ my beantif al divinity^ 
Kmy or not, I love yon to inanity ! 
(he kneels to her and takes her ha/nd — ^Lublinb Umrns awa}/ 

hlttshing) 
Tonll trust me, won^t yon P 

LuBL. (twrndng round slowly to h4m) I suppose I tnmt. 

Kmo. (^sotio voee^ waiehing thefin with Jirkjh Dob£ from 
fhe rocks at bank) Do look at him ! He's like a goose 
ymttnused. 

Jbak. (angrily) His goose I long to cook! Vile 
mortal! Drathim! 
A jealons rival's bnming to be of him. 

BuPBBT. (6tiU holding Lublhys's AomQ Then mine yon 
aie. 

Jbak. (getting fimous) It maddens me to hear 
In that sweet interview I'll interfere. 

EIiNO. (anxumsly to Jban) No, no, compose yonrsett. 

LuBL. (tenderly to Bupbbt) Tes, I am thine I 
JfxiJi^ pnaUe to eondrol hmselfany longen^ rushes forward 
from his hiding-place. 

JxAH. Imrlme! Don't say yon're fti9— you know 
you're mine. 
(LuBUIVB Oful BuPEBT start ^art astonished,} 

LuBL. (oqntemptuoiuly to Jbak) Tours ! 
Bupbbt. Against this intrusion I protest. 
(fo Jbak disdainfully) What t You possess Lurline t 

LuBL. {aUuding to Jeak) Oh, he's possessed. 
He barks, but doean'fc bite--r-he won't attack, y 

Se is a sort of harmless maniac. 

Bupbbt. ^Ah, mad P Poor fallows ! One should never 
rile 'em, 
(looking at Jbak, who is grinding hds teeth toith rage) 
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He looks eziremelj fit for the asylum* 
I humour lunatics whene'er I meet one. 
Jban. (savaz/ely) Just now my humour's not a yexy 
sweet one. ' ' 

Imrline ! . why treat your humhie slave so badly ? 
My only madness is to love so madly. 

LuAL. (motioning him away) Don't bother— go! 
JsAN. (to BupBBT, who 18 Utu^Mug at him) Proud 
V mortal, I'm your match ! 

Bage eggs me on 

RuPEiiT. Then go to Colney Hatch, 

Jean. That insult to my fury adds fresh fuel. 

LuRL. (aside^ alarmed) In plainer terms, I see they 

mean a duel. 
BrUPKRT. (to Jean) You call yourself my match P 
Don't ti^e offence 
If I pronounce tliat matchless impudence* 

Jban. Oh, you misjudge me — think not I'm inferior ' 
Foi:. being somewhat fishy in exterior. 
A heart of military zeal I carry — 
BuPEBT. To fight you linger ? 
Jban. Yes, to mill I tarry, 

^BuPBBT^ Name time and place then ! 
LuBL. (oMls) Ah, 'tis as I reckoned. 
'■ Jban. I i^all engage the sword fish for my second. 

(Jean and Ruprbt eye each other menacingly^ 
LuBL. (a8ide)Thej talk; of seconds ! Then if I would nso 
My influence, no moment I must lose. ' 

(caUing loudly) Oh, come and stop a row, papa ! papa ! 
Kino, (from behind rocks^ l.) Coming, my child — I'm 
not so very far. 
(he issues majesticaily from the rocks attended hy various 
MiBBMBN, to the amazemerU of Buprbt.) 

Cbobxts and AoLBr^ Air from " Barhe BleueJ* 

Chobits (sung hy dU except Bupbbt) 

The Rhine King here 
You see appear! 
Admire, revero 

His royal state ! 
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And, UKHrtal, jon 
Pay homage dae, 
) Piyr lijomage to 

Onr potentate ! 
TWd better mind, 
]^r if be find 

Two parties in a qiuavel. 
His trident, quick, 
He'll in them stick, 

And hang them np to point a moraC 

AiB. — Pagers song (last parf) from " BomeoJ* 

liDBUNR (to Rhine Kino, designating Bupbbt and JsAs) 
Say that ont of fashion 

Duelling is quite. 
Calm their angry passion ! 

Please don't let them fight. 

Axnr^''NotforJoe:* 

• King, (interposing letween Jean and Bupbst) 
Ob, no, no ! That's no go ! 

Here no fighting .^ * 

We delight in. % 
Oh, dear no ! Not one blow! 
Can't have squabbles— oh, dear not 

Chobus. 

Oh» no, no ! That's no go^ &o* 

(short dance to symphony aaut form tdUeaat, Bhuib Kmo 
in the c.) 

BijpEKT, (bouTtn^ <o Bnnm Kino) Lord of the Bhine, 
accept my homage ! (looking at the Mbbmen through 
his eye-glass) These 
Are, I presume, some aborigines. 

JiUK. (to Bbine Kino, exciiedly) Justice against this 
Stranger, edre ! ShiJl he 

B 
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Thus in our currents play ^ old gooseberry,** < 

Justice, I ask ! 

BuPKBT. (aside to Lurlinb) For jnstioe how he wttQBt 
He ought to get it — ^I see lots of scales. 

Jean, (vindictively to Bupebt) Oh, don't I hate yoa l 

Kino. (authorUaiively) This won't do at all— « 
The stream alone is here allowed to hrawh 
(to RuFBBT, pompously) Presumptnons man, the fiist of 

mortal race 
To venture in the Naiad's dwelling pla^e. 
Yon love Lurline ? would wed her ? Pray might I 
Have a. paternal finger in the pie? 

LuBL, (talcing Rhine Kino's arm and pulling him aside) 
No meddling, dear papa ! Pray don't begin it ! 
Yonr finger's better oat o£ it than in it. 
In our affair you wouldn't merely put 
Your finger, but most probably your foot. 
Now list to your fond daughter. 

(she walks up stage arm-in-arm with kim^ apparently m 
earnest cotiversatibn^ the Bhinb King expostulating^ 
Jean and Rupbbt are left together at front) 

Ji?AN. (soliloquising a>8 he watches Litblink) It provokes 
]^y wrath if> see her wheedle thus and coax. 

Bupebt. (overh-caring him) Were yon the object of her 
predilection 
P'raps to her wheedling you'd have no objection. 

Jean, (absorbed in his thoughts) Ah, once she said— » 
but told a horrid story — 
She'd like the thought of being Mrs. Dor^. 

RvvBUTr (tv.'th curiosity) Doii. Is that yonr name ? > 

Jean, (sullcily) Jean Dor^. 

RUPEBT. Oh t 

A. relative of Gustave Dore ? 

Jean, (more sidMly) No ! 

Of mortals I know nothing. 

RuPKBT. (reprovingly) Fie ! Still cross f 
Jean. And \i they're all like you,^ I've not mndi ] 
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BirpBBT. (aggravatingly) Poor thing! I feel for yoQ^ 
unhappy state, 
Tonr hopeless passion I oompasnon&ie, 

Jban. {with digjiUy) I'm a prjud merman, and dedlind 

your pity. 
BupKBT. A mormon ? Are you from the Salt Lake 

City ? 
j£AK. (angrily) Tannt me no more^ m^m ! 
'j(h6 tuma away in a rage and goes up stage c. as LimLiini 
Ofu2 Bhinb Kino come down, stiU conversing earnestly) 
Kino, (in a displeased tone) 'Tis the wildest whim. 
IiUBi«. (pomposedly) Granted : bat I shall marry none 
bnt him, 
And marry him ioid de suite. There ! Don't look sour* 
Kino. TonVe been acquainted just for half-an»hoiir« 
And yon*d a chance of manying so well, 
, Why, yon'd an ofPer from the ocean swell, 

LuBL. In soitors, pa, it's hard to suit a heiUe^ 
Tve made a charming choice. 

Kaa. Upon my word» 

Of one less suitable Tve never heard. • 

Jean Dore, now — ^poor soul — 

LuBi.. (cutting him sliort) No more of that fish! 
Fve a particular dislike to flat fish. 

Elmo. You sit upon him, so, that if he's flat 
It really isn't to be wondered at. 

Jean, (hearing his name mentioned, advances) Toil 
mentioned me T 
(io LuBUNB imploringly) Ah, love me as yon used to I 
EIiNO. Suppose you choose him ? 
LtJBL. (shiyirtly) Supposing I don't choose to. 
Kino. Tou owe him some amends, such pain yon 6aii8d 

him. 
LuBL. (maliciously) I leave him for Ann Chovy, who 

ibdores him. 
Jban. (sTiappishly) Thank you! Ann Chovy isn't M 
my taste, 
I ^want a real gem, no Ann Chovy paste. (he retires up* 
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"i liOXL. (ttocmngly to Ejko) But why these angry after- 

cations rouse ? 
My Bnpert here will make a model spoose. 
'Hall be a loyal subject in your state. 

BuPEBT. {to King) l^es, you're commander, FU be 

only mate. 
LuBL. (to Kino) You wtU consent ? 
RuPBBT. (to King) You must ! 

Jkan. (oomi/Hg dormi stage much eofoUed, to IdLnnm VkStoO 
j I beg yon toonH / 

(LiTBLiNE takes Bup:kbt's hand, and they fall on Ifieir 
' hne^s hef&re Rhinb King.) 

jliimu. €rivB ns jfaor bDesaing, ^te^ do ! \ 

Jean, (clamoroudif) Bqb%>! 

King, (bothered) i'or further Wrangling I aia i^iite 

unfit, {hs joins Ilt7PBtiT*8 mad Lumam's /Mmiv— 

addressing 'BivvjLTLT.) 

There, take her hand ! I wish you joy of it. 

^^m^ AIM.— Air by B. P. Oamett 

LuBL. Oh ! what a wedding underneath the Bihine ! 
r Chdbus. Oh ! what a wedding underneath the Bhine ! 
tiDBi.. (to Rupebt) 

Now onr txoth is t^ig^ed^ 
Don't you feel delighted ? 
Soon my dearest Rupert and his lore will be muted. 

BupXBT. (ecstaMcaUy) 
^ ^ Yes, by to-morrow mom the darling will be mine. 

Chdbus. Yes, by to-morrow mom the dacHng will be 
J^ ' thine. 
^ SIiNO. Oh ! what a hubbub underneath the Bhine I 

Cqobus. Oh! what a hubbub underneath the Bhii^^ f 
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EoNa. Can I bave consented ? 

Was I so demented ? 
^tmi they've crazed their poor papa thoyll never be 
contented, 
Oh ! what a hnbbnb underneath the peaceful Bhine ! 

Ghohits. Oh ! what a hnbbnb underneath the peaceful 
Rhine ! (JScene closes qu iubleau. 



SCENE JI. — Terraee of a eaetle overlooking the Bhine. 

Enter Baboness MuDixLB.wrrz, l., leaning for mj^^ort on 
EIabl^s amu 

. KuDPLS. Stop» let me wipe the frequent tear that flows 
Down on my a^^d dieeks and aged nose. 

EIabl. Oh, take a friend's advice — ^restrain your grief. 

MuDDLB. (weeping) My best friend now 's my po(^t« 
handkerchief. (toinging out several homdkerchiefs) 
This morning every ooe of these was cleaiy^ 

Ejibl. Tears — ^idle tears! •'* 

MuDDLB. I don't know what you m^n. 

Yet idle is a word that's quite in keeping— 
'Tis for my dearest idcl I am weeping. 
Oh, grandson Rupert, why did you depart^ 
And so distress, my grandmatemal heart ? 
Rupert — ^my Rupert, are you safe and^sonnd, 
Or are you lying somewhere dead and drowned P ^* 

Kabl. l!he question's hard to answer, you'll admit| 
Since Rupert isn't here to answer it. 

MoDDLE. Advertisements I've written~-quite a ^voU 
lum"— 
And published in the Times* s second column. k 

Heart-rending paragraphs — ^such foivi entreaties, I nr , 
Ipgerted, hoping they perchance would meet his eye, 
&ying I was to desperation driven — 
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" Bnpert return ! and all shall be forgiven." 

Kabl. TonVe advertised in every langai^ knowii| 

Though Rupert only understands his own. 
Muddle. And e*en o£ ihcU he's but a partial knowledge^ 

He waa distinguished for hiapltielc at college. 

Qot no examination he did well in, 

His grammar was so vile — ^likewise his spelling. 

Yet though in grammar he was apt to falter, 

His doting grandma^s love that didn't alter. 

For if my Rupert's *' h " *s seldom were 

In the right place, his heart was always there. 

He was most ornamental in society — 

Our house's prop — a pattern of |?ropriety ! 

Cigars were things I never saw him touch. 

His veneration for my tueeds was such — 

Oh — my dear boy ! — (she is overcome by her feelings') 
Karl, (sctgeHy) This thought may soothe your sorrow—* 

He who oomes not to-day, may oome to-monow. 

And he who doesn't come to-morrow may 

Perchance arrive upon a later day. 

Muddle. But recollect this also may befall — 

He who co^y^ not may never come at all. 

Losing: my'jp^pet puts me in a pet — 

I ne'er lostv^nything to precious yet. 

Poultry I fancied once, and kept a few, 

But foxes came and eat my Aen or two, 

A coclcatoo I had besides, but that 

Served one day as a luncheon for the cat. 

A' beautiful poll-parrot next I got, 
* That talked French, English — quite a poZyglot, 

But ouce when Polly's cage door chanced to be 

Unbolted — ^in a trice off bolted she, 

. Kaiil. And whither did your wayward Polly go ? 
Muddle. To Polynesia p'r'aps, but I don't know, 
' jPoultry and parrots though one grieved to miss, 
^TOieir loss was paltry when compared with (his, 
, EIabl. (strueh siiddenly by a thottght) IWe ani Mea^ 
j m journey out alone. 
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Singing in my most melancholy tone. 
A barrel organ I shall learn to grind, 
And wander forth my master dear to find, 
Iiike Blondel, who kept warbling on nntil 
He found King Richard — take my dich I will ! 

Muddle. It's a bright thought — ^yes— I approve ikB- 
plan, 
And thank yon for it, Karl, my good young man. 
But take no organ, lest your strength be failing, 
Xou couldn't hea/r that barrel — you'd be ailing. 
With a nice hurdy-gurdy be content, 
For that's a most delightful instrument. 
And as yon travel many a weary mile 
What will your song be ? 

Karl. Something in this siyle. 

AiB, from the " Enehwniresa!* 

0, master dear. 

If you can hear, 
Wherever you may be, 

Return I pray, •'• 

Without delay, ' ^ 

Return immediately ! * 

We miss you so 
• It fills with woe 

Tour grandmamma and me. 

Then, master dear, 

If you can hear, ; ^ 

Return — return immediately ! • ' • 

MuDDLB. (toiping away a tear) It's quite affecting* 

c Very nicely sung ! 
Ah, I'd a voice like yours when I was young. 
All opera music then to me was easy, « 

In ** Norma " I was quite a match for Grisi, 
But now by colds too often I'm attacked, 
And all. my lovely upper notes are cracked. 
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Dear Bnperfc's fond.'Of music just like bm. 
He used to beat a ^om when only three. 
And I rememl^ him, when tired of drumming^ 
Upon onr new grand pianoforte stmmmjng. 
It was a CaUard — I regret to tell 
X eoUared Bupert, and I whipped him well. 
Go, EZarl, begin to sing yonr tonching strain. 
' When that refrain he hears he can't refrain 
From coming back — ^he m/ugt xetnm again. 

DuBT from the " Statue Bride " (E. Aspa.) 

Both. Dilatory, dilatory, Enpert dear, 

Hither hnny — thither honyl Come hacS^ 

herel 
Snoh a worry we are in till yon appeac 
Dilatory Bnpert — ^Enpert dear ! 

EIabl* Should he listen to my song 
Surely he will oome ere lo^g. 
Memories of home will waken, 
He will seek his friends forsaken. 
Pate* will graciously restore 
^j^rt to your arms once more* 

Both. Dilatory, dilatory Bupert dear, etc. 

Danee and exeunt^ ihe Babonbss wto castle b., Kabl^ l^ 

SCENE TBJSiD.—JJnd&r (he Bhme, (as in Scene J.) 

BuFBBT is Iffing asleep^ Lubline is watching by him* 
Moonlight falls upon them, 

LuBL. My Bupert sleeps ! He felt so &ci^ he said. 
As he lay down upon our river-bed. 
He asked if we'd a blanket — ^which we'd not, 
A sheet of wajber being all we've got. 
So he was cross — declared he felt the cramp, 
And called th^l^'aiad's fawne unw]»ofesum&-<-»4daaiii. . 
Vowing he never could endure aquatics, 
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He talked ^C'iH^ftig ^ Mi %iSl! i%e«h&tibsw 

t^lease do not scold your poor Lnrlme again^ 
jGrumbling for llomkda^ you don't count her padn. 
i^i sleep ! Vm watching tliee with fond afbctioD,- 
From dreams of earth to guard thy recollection. 
And lest thy slumbering thoughts should bomewsnlA 

stray, 
**rhe magic of my voice thou must obey-^ 
Around Til l^y a eharm — a roundelf^. 

AiB— ** Under a Spreading OordU* 

JiUBLINB. 

Dream of the roshing rirer^ 

Of «w, thy Naiad lovCi 
But never dream — ah I never 
Dream of the world above ! 
By the sweet spell of music bound. 
Sleep thou, and bear no other somkli 
. Only Hie nightwind drowzily sighkig, 
Only the drowsgr waters replying. ^ * 

^Aa ih%8 ends, Kaxl^b voice is heard JaimOy caUjng 
^^Bupektl Ski^Ht'^ BuPBBT moves remmly in hie 
sleep.) 

C liosL. fyiartmg) What voiee was tiiat? Wte tMa 
my Buperi hence 9 

Tie eome opposing mortal influence. 

Kaal. {faintly heard above, singing the air inSoeneJlA 

Oh, master dear, 

If you can hear, 
Wherever you may be, 

Betum, I pray, 

Without delay— 
Betum immedia^h^ 

(ExTPB&T grows more tmfUkm iuring fhii* 

2toaSu {teaiehing BtxrPiRTicr anxiously') Beh^rsI His 
dreaming thoughts appear perpleted| 
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He wakes ! TU watbh and see wliat happens nexk 

^S^ reUre$ to b. among (he rocks ^ just as Bupbbt iooW 

BuPKBT. (wildly) Methoaglit I heard a voice Cty^ 
** sleep no more ! *' 
When people slnmber, they are apt to snore.* 
• £[abl. {very faintly) Rupert ! Rupert ! 

BuPBBT. Why that was Karl ! 'Twas he who called, 
I know. 
What am I doing here ? Why don't I go ? 
Of Granny all this time IVe been £orgetfaI| 
The dear old lady most he getting fretful. 
She a true mother's part to me has played^ 
Fve only been a truai/it I'm afraid. 
(calling) Karl, Karl, I come ! This moment Fll depart. 

(He is about to rush ojf, b., when Lublinb steps ou^ 
from the rocks and confronts him,) 

BuPBBT. (taken aback) Lurline ! 
LiTBL. (caHrnly) You're startled ? Whither would yoil 
staH? \ 

DfjBT— " Swepi Sister Fay."* (BameU.) 

LuBL. Oh,, where were yon going, Count Rupert, pray? 

BuPBBT. (aside) What shall I say ? 

LuBL. It looked just as if you were running away^ ' 
Running away ! 
'(/ BuPBBT. (aside) 

Lurline is a bqjbher — she won't let me stir. 
If I want to go home I must also take her. 

LiJBL. (persistenily) Now where were you going P 

BupEBT. (confused) You startled me so, 

That where I was going I really don't know. 

LuBL. Ah, still I can see to escape was- your wish, 

Yon are tired of the Naiads, and tired of the fish. 
Butstop,and reflect howunkind 'twouldhayelli^eil 
To fly and desert your adoring LnrHnek j 
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' BePBBT. (aside} -^ ^ 

Sbe caught me so neatly, I feel np a tree. / ^ 

I caught him so neatly, he feels np a tree* - • i^ . 
Count Rupert ! 
BuPEBT. Fair Naiad! 

LuBL. You don't take in me. 1 -p ^^k*^ ' 

RuPEBT. How sharp you must be. J -C'^wemwe* 

LuBL. (sternly) So yon would fly from me? Betam 
above? 
Tliis is a nice return for all my love ! 
Yon would desert your own affianced bride, ' . 

Neglecting thus your ties beneath the tide ! ' , 
Your scheme I just arrived in time to baulk. 

BuPEBT. (soothingly) Dear, I was going to take a litOa 
walk — 
To watch yon moonbeams o'er the billows flit. ' 

LuBL. (sarcastically) Your moonshine doesn't take m^ 
in a bit. 
You wouldn't hook ? eh? you're a pretiytalker ! » 
As for youp walk, my one remark is ** Walker! ** 
Think not from me your purpose you can keep^ 
Down here we Naiads are uncommon deep, ^ 

BiTPSBT. You are: to one so deep 'twas little use^ 
My offering so shallow an excuse, 
And there's no further good in my denying 
That bock to earth just now I thought of flying. 

LuBL. (indignantly) There! you confess! How could 
you dare to plan it ! 

BuPEBT. (apologetically) I've a dear granny — 

LuBL. (passionately) xou'r6 as hard as granite! 
Treating your poor Lurline in such a way ! ^ 

BuPKBT. Would you mind hearing what I've got t^ 
Bay? 
There's a beloved grandmother of mine, 

Pining alone up yonder 

. LuBL. Let her pine ! 

BxTPKBT. My nearest, fondest relative is she — - 

LuBL. What is a grandmother compared with me t 
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lEhrPBBT. (gettinc^ crass) Oh, madam, 8be'« 

valuable' fiir, 
Fgi^lnrides like yon, to get, quite easy are, 
But who c9Sk fset loiothor graodmamma ? 

LimL. (hursUnfj into tears) Cruel ! what words ! Of 

fickle race of mm ! 
Am I esteemed at sach a low rate then ? 
BiTixEiiT. (soothingly) Don't be irate^ but let me just 

explain. 
liVi&i^^^<l to return again. 
My rimning oil need not have angered you so,. 
For I'm so true I meant to buy your trousseau. 
Besides, I've fi^ndd, whose love is warm and heairi^^ 
I want to ask diem to our water party. 
To meet my dtiarming bride and her papa. 
I I>tlQX«4 {jatortduLous) Oh ! what a party to tell fibs you 

are! (sighing deeply.) 

And you woidd leave me P Must it then be so ? ^ 

1 . • - : ] 

Enter th^ EnnrE Kino followed 64/ Jean Dpni:, b. u. b. 

King. "WHo tiMnks of going ? Rupert P 5ere*8 a gtk f 
Jean. (jbiUerly) It's long ago I wished him ^onp. 
Kino, (rehukaig him) For sh^nxe-! 

JsiiN. I wonder why on earth he ever came. 
Kino. Jean Pore, p'rap9 you^H kincgy ef^am jp» 

clamoui^. 
BuPBBT. (to Bhinb Kincp, hesitatingly) IV^— had— * 

telegram — 
LuBL. {scornfully) Don't tell a cframmer^ 

(addressing "SLBpani KxKa* 
He's left his grandmother at home in doubt 
As to the reason why her grandson's out. 
fiiat's why he wants to go- 

Jean, (who has retired to haehy mockingly) Poor littlei 
thing ! 
And was it tied to granny's apronstring ! 

(nobody pays Jean Dobb a/ny attention^ 
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King, (ironically to Bupert) From grandommma of 
course you've ejipectations, 
Ton mc^rt^s always court your rich relations. 

Bupj^T. (with dignity) I only court Lurlino, 
(turning to her) Dear, don't look sad. 
I'm going. 

Jean, (at hacV) Gfood ! 
Rupeht. (to Lualine) But I'm returning. 
Jkan. Bad ! 

LuRL. (sadly to Rupert) You will return ? But can I 
trust you ? Place 
Your hand in mine and look me in the face, (she takes 
Rupebt's Imnd^ he half turns his Jiead away) You daren't ? 
(she regards him earnestly.) 

Rupert, (qaailing beneath her glance) Yon stare so 
hard, it makes me blink, 
Like linen at the wash, when watched I shrink| 
Or in poetic terms, iny feeble glance 
Is dazzled by your beauty's radiance. 

Kixa. (getting impatient) Now if you mean to start, it's 

no use lingering. 
LuRL. (still holding Rupert's hand) Keep for my sake^ 
I beg, this little finger-ring. (sJie places a ring on his 
finger.) 
Jean, (ofdde, trying to peer at the ring from bach) That 

very ring I gave her once, I'll swear. 
LuBL. (to Rupert) Be, as you wear it, faithful as you 

were. 
Jean, (a^side) My opal ! gift of hopeless love ! 
Rupert, (affecting sorrow) It wrings 
My heart, these partings are such painful things. 

KiNQ. (impatimtly) Put off yourenivelliug, and put on 

your hat ! '^• 

Rupert. But where's the way up ? I'm not up to that. 
Kino. Jean ! show him to the railroad. 
Rupert, (laughing) Strange idea ! 
What ? you've a line a-lying deep down here ? 

Kxsa. Yes — ^rail away ! i 

a 
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BuPEBT. YoTir engineers are able. 
Why, this surpasses the Atlantic Gable. 

"Kisa. Quite so : we have an engine here or two. 
Bupeht. (meditatively) This is a train of thought 
entirely new. 
. King. I*m station-master, as becomes my station, 
.And it's a very thriving speculation. 
Indeed the company's reports inform ns 
Their " floating capital " is quite enormons, 

RupEiiT. And ** under water " if one ever gets 
It's easy here to liquidate one's debts ! 
D'yon light it np with gas? 

King. You might have guessed 

Beneath a river, dips would light up best. 
Take a few shares in it— or take a lot, 

Rupert. No, thank you, cJu?r ami, Vd rather not. 
LuRL. (who has stood apart sadly during the foregoing 
. convfn'satinn) You chatter on so carelessly, I see 
The-grief I feel yon do not share — oh me ! 
lEluPERT. (to Lurline) My chattering was to cover my 

distress. 
Jean, (to Rupert, advancing from haclc) Now do you 

wish to catch the up express ? 
Rupert, (to Lurline, simulating grief) Express my 

sorrow, love, I scarcely can. 
King, (to Jean) Conduct him to our Metropolitan. 

TRIO. Air hy F. A. 

LuRL. (to Rupert) Adieu ! adieu ! to part with you 
doth cause me grief and pain, 
Bnt if you love me, please avoid the Cheap Excursion Train 
You'd better take some sandwiches, you'll want them for 

your Inr^ch, 
And while you feed the body, you might feed the mind 
with Punch, 
King, (to Rupert) Now, if you're wise let me advise, 
as quickly as yon can 
' You'll see your lugg-age labelled ere they put it in the van. 
Or else it's not improbable — unconscious as you go-^ 
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Your carpet-bag may be at Bath — ^yotir trunk at Jericho. 

(atation hell rings wlihoutj L. 
KupKRT. (to Lubline) Farewcll, farewell ! You hear 
the bell — ^no losgier mnst we wait, 
111 jump into a coup^ and we'll leave the rest to Fate, 
I'll tip the guard a shillipg — ^that official isn't proud, , 
And scorns the superstitipp, "No gratuities allowed.**. 
Ensemble. Farewell, farewell, farewell ! 

(RupEBT emhraces Lurlin» and is draggo'l of hy Jean 
I)oBi,^L. Tlie music dies off gradually, and tlie railway 
whittle 19 heard. — Lublink '^ifs down on a rock with a 
melancholy air, Ruine Kino stands by her.) 

LvBL. (mumigly) He's gone ! I wonder, will that ring 
remind him '^ 

Of poor Lurline, the girl he's left behind himp 
Will he forget, as day to day succeeds, 
His widowed brido among the waiter weeds f 
"Will he regard his promise as a silly tie ? 

King, (complacently) Of thatj-mj dear, there every 
probability. 
But something even worse may^p'r'aps hefal). 
His promise he may not regard at all, 

LuBL. 'Twas but dis eve he vowed he loved. 

Kino. Deceiver ! 

LuBL. I thought not he'd be leaving. 

King. Fond believer ! 

LuBL. Blighting my hopes when thus his troth waa 
plighted ! 

King. Well, now he's gone, I must say I'm delighte;^ . 

LuBL. That's scarcely kind. 

King, (paiemally) My child, consider whether 
Ton two could ever have got on together. 
Your ways are diverse — you've a taste, of coursOi 
For diving; he might sue for a divorce, 
Averring that although he liked you well, 
X wife he wanted, not a diving belle ! 
You're an unsuited couple, so say I, 
And there are dvvers other reasons why. 
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LuxL. Your reasons are no donbt extremely tme, 
Bnt wbat with love has reason got io do ? 
(nghintj) He loved me once. 

KiKG. I love yon better far. 

Par what affection equals that of pa ? 
Jean Dore, ixyo—'hU love does not diminish. 

Luhl. (wearily) Abont that finny party please to 
finish! 

King. He asks yon still towed. 

LuBL. I still refuse. 

(MttsiC'—the air of tJieldd trio is played^ " misterioso*'') 

King, (in a listening aitUude) Hark ! He's retaming. 

(pie music grows louder , until Jean DobI rushes in hreatJi" 
less, L. u. E., the ih/vsic stops.) 

JsAN. (much excited) Such a piece of news! 

LuitL. and King. Wluxt news P 

Jban. (to IrtmLiNB). I fear that you won't think it 
pleasant. 

(nJiowing her flie ring which she ga^e to Bupebt.) 
You know this ring ? 

LiJRL. That ring ! My parting present ! 

Jean. Your present soon is parted with, yon see. 
You gave it Rupert— Rupert gave it me. 

King, (to Jean) Oh, you're mistaken. 

LuBLiNE. (looJcing at ring) 'Tis indeed my token. 

King, (sarcastically) Such is fidelity. 

LuBL. (overcome) My heart is broken. 

Jean. He said he didn't want it any more, 
fiham jewellery was what he never wore. 

LuRL. (with suppressed fury) What! He said thai! 
He called my jewel sham P 

Jean, (bitterly) Oh, you've a jewel of a lover, ma'am. 

King. He is no " ^emman*' — 

j£AN. (looking at ring) 'Tis a priceless gem. 

LuBL. (wraihfully) They're false, these mortab! 
Every one of them f 
My faith in Rupert fled when he was flying. 
On people who tell lies there's no relying. 
Vengeance on Rupert ! 
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Kino. Vengeance shall bo done ! 

LuAL* (giving one hand to Rhine Kino the otJier to 

Jean.) Help me to pnnish that perfidious onQ ! 
Kino, and Jean. We will ! 
LuBL. His peace, his home let tis destroy ! 
Jean, (rubhing his hands with delight) I'm snire there's 

nothing I diould more enjoy. 
Luhl. a Naiad's terrible when she offended. 
Jean, (aside^ regarding Luhline with admiratioii) Oh, 

when she's in a passion, ain't she fplcndid ! 

Finale. — Air from, the " Grand Duchess.''* 

LuBL. (fiwcely) Shall I forgive him ? No, I'll not 

No, I'll not— no, I'll not. 
Bimert's a very bad, bad lot. 

Once I loved him, hate him now. 
Soon he shall catch it pretty hot, 

Pretty hot — ^pretiy hot. 
Tve such an aw£ul temper got, 

So there's a prospect of a row. 

Air^ " Void le scd^re,** 
EIiNO* Hang forth onr banners ! 

Onr banners— onr banners ! 
War mnst bo waged against your lover nntme. 
Teach him good manners — 
Good manners — ^good manners ! 
His courage will fail him 
When we shall assail him, 
His perfidy soon he shall rue ! ^ 

LuBL. (more impetttously) Hang forth our banners! 

Ensemble. 
AVegro marziaile. 

(Shall I forgive him? No,ninot! ) 
< Will you forgive him ? No, you'll not ! > 
t Ac., Ac. J 

Scene dosed on tabhaiA. 
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SCENE FOURTH.— (Terrace of tic Castte (as in Scene IL) 
Enter Kahl, dejected, l. 

"Kabl. The errand tliafc I btariuu on was vain, . 

ril bo no enfant troubadour again. 
I cannot say I envy the condition 
Of that most awful boi-e, the street mnsician. 
An aria at the area railings played 
May charm perhaps tlie listening kitchen-maid, 
But I fi-om my experience can attest 
It doesn't sootlie the savage peeler's breast ; 
He to the minstrel only nays " Begone ! " 
However moving be tlie strain, ** Move on ! ** 
I've sung in solitude and sung in city, 
Bnt no response has met my doleful ditty. 
** Rupert ! " I've called, as lend as I could cry, 
The plan don't anstver — for there's no reply. 

AiB, from the " Bohemian OirV* 

Many a hardship, many a care 
Falls unto the singer s share, 
So'it's not the life for me to bear-^- 

Not for me ! 
Food — ^you've scarcely any 

Tin — you earn a penny— 1 

For your toil a sorry f ee ! 1 

Little glee, ;f 

Much ennui ) 

. •; ' There must be. 

All the shelter your kind friends afford { 

Is the shelter of the Casual Ward. 
^ No such lot to me kind Fate accord ! 

t'/ Not for me! 

'RvvunT 'heard faintly in the distance L. eatcJiing up the 
last words o/EIabl's song to the tune bf^^ Not for Joe J* 

Not for me ! Not fot me ! 

No nioro mermen ! 

I prefer men. 
Not for me ! Not for me 
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Kabl. (^finishing the air) Now I wonder who tliat can 
be! (lie looks off u 

Some tramp ! It looks like one of those nice fellows 
Who have u penchant for one's new nmbrellas. 
Likewise, although they scorn a sordid action. 
Abstract the spoons in fits of strange abstraction. 

RupEnx. (heard more dutmdly) Karl ! 

ELkhl. (still looking l.) Why, he calls me, and ap« 
preaches faster. 

RtPKiiT. Karl! Karl! 

Kahu That voice ! That face ! It ia — ^my master ! 
Oh, I must run and let old missis know 
He's come — the darling whom she misses so. 
I'll tear and tell her — ^won't she kiss her boy I 
And dance a iarentella in her joy ! 

(he rushes off into castle b. as Kupebt enters l, singing) 

Atb, from tJie trio in " Falstaff,^* 

EuPEBT. Of things and creatures finny 

I've lately had enough, 
Lurline is but a ninny, 

My promises mere stufp. 
A lesson have I taught her. 

And hope she'll understand. 
Though some folks like the water, 

That some prefer the land. 

Enter Baboness from castle b., folhwed by KabL| she 
etnhraces Rupebt wildly, 1 

Muddle. Rupert, my precious one, alive yoa arc. 
And I'm again a happy grandmamma, ^ 

How could you leave me, Rupert, all alone ?^ 
How I've been groaning, (scanning Kim froni head iofoot)^ 
Dear ! And how you've groivn ! ^ 

The anguish that I've suffered none can tell. 

RuPKRT. (shaking hands with Kabl) Granny and 
Karl, I hope you're pretty well. 
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MiTiH)LR* My liealth a gracious Providence preserves,. 
But, oh ! I've been a martyr to my nerves, 
Why did you go, you naughty boy ? 

Kabl. And where? 

Muddle. And what on earth have you been doing 
there ? 
*. Katil. bay, were you on the ocean or the dJryland, 
Or roaming on some undiscovered island ? 

Muddle. "Wherever in the world you chanced to be, 
You left your aged granny all at sea. 

Rupert, (impressiveli/) IVe been to regions littlo 
known in history, 
Beagions I have to keep the place a mystery, 
But from this fact you'll guess it isn't mland^ 
The people there have fins ! 

Muddle, (amazed) He's been to Finland ! 

Kahl. Like Crusoe, you've been voyaging 1 

Muddle. But, pray, 

Whatever made you cruise so £iir away ? 
Why start upon so wild an expedition ? 
You are a county magnate by position. 
As such, the ties of home you should not spurn, 
And to the Pole, like common magnets, turn. 

Rupeut. Your mind, dear granny, *s somewhat in con- 
fusion. 
You've jumped too hastily at your conclusion, 
I never said 'twas to the Pole I went, 
And when I spoke of fins, 'twas fish I meant. 
(v^th an air of mystery) I've been where mortal never 

trod before, 
Fve stood beneath the Rhine's deep waters ! 

Muddle. (agJiast) Ijaw! 

RuPEBT. Above me have I watched the vessels sail : 
The trout Byfkm round me. 

J E^l. (latighing — n-si'l') It's a fishy tale. 

*^Tg^ swimming round him," a good joke I call, 
nnake my earn on it, he dreamt it all. 

RuPBBT. (niysterwusly) 1 cannot hint de rest — so let it 
drop. 
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Huddle. Jasfc when the interest begins, yon stop. 

(regarding him ivith anxietym 
Bat snch odd thmgs you're saying ! Are yon sane f 
Yon — nnder — water ! 

Kabl. (pMe to Baboness, ioucldng JiisJiead significantly) 
Water on the brain ! • 

Muddle, (to Rutebt) You've had a nightmare p'rapif. 
D'you feel dyspeptic ? 

RupEBT. I feared you'd treat my story like a sceptic. 

Muddle, (dotihtfully) Strange I must call it. 

Kabl. (aside) I pronounce it twaddle. 

KuPEBT. (to Baboness) It mystifics your venerable 
noddle? 

Muddle, (decisively) I don't believe a word of it. 

Eabl. Nor I. 

BuPEBT. You doubt the tale because it's misty — fie ! 

Kabl. That mid^ if I were you, I should dispel. 

BupEBT. (resuming his air of mystery) Ah, there tire 
things I must not — cannot teU. 
On my veracity cast no aspersions, 
But reverence the truth of my assertions. 

Muddle. I always did, my faith in you immense is, 
But as to this, ^6 want some references, 

itupBBT. If you desire to prove my wits don't wander, 
I must iteiEer you to the river yonder. 
Jkxsd tiiere beyond your depth you soon would be. 

Muddle, (reflectively) The subject's one of great pro- 
fundity. 
Bfut come to dinner : be the welcome guest. 
As to your stoiy, d/inna mind the rest. 
Oh ! 'tis inde^ a blessing to have got 
Our Rupert back — a luhafic or not ! 

TRIO.— AiB— J?Vom overture to'' JW!^/.'' 
Ku]^i^t. if I'm insane, * # 

The cause is plkiii, ^jt 

It is pay rapture at beholaing you again, *^ 

No more complain 
Of grief or pain. 
For Rupert with you shall remain. 
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Ensemble, 

Then dance ! dance ! dance ! in a merry tarentella ! ' 

Dance ! dance ! dance ! grandmamma will not refuse 

Dance ! dance ! dance ! tliongb \ > leaf 

* be sere and ** yeller/* 

Granny will to-day put on her dancing shoes. 
Kabl. Now come and dine ! 

One glass of wine 
Beats all the water that you drank beneath the Bhfaie, 
There's soup and fish, 
And every dish, 
A gourmand possibly could wish. ^ 

GHonua. 

Then dance ! dance ! dance ! 
In a merry tarentella, etc., etc 
(Pas-de-irois and tarentelle, Rupert and Babonbss 
exeunt into castle n. Kabl is left dancing ^ Hien foUows them,y 

'SCENE FIFTH .—Baronial Hall m ike Oastle. Bupb&t 

and the Babonbss are discovered seaied ai oj^posHe ends 

of a tahUy c. The doih of the tahle^ in fronts reaches 

^io the floor, — Dinner is laid on (he table— a soup'- 

'^W- tureen^ etc* 

Muddle. And you must tell me, after you have fed, 
.M)out the wild Bohemian life youVe led. 

BiUPEBT. Bohemian ! Just now I seem to be 
Hungarian rather, I'm so himgary. 

Enter Kab^ l., and waits upon them^ handing plates^ etc^ 

MuDDLB. (2G((?Zin^ out soup) Some soup? A ^lendid 
Ajik^cook for*soups is mine, 
nCflUace boasts of better *' Palestine** 

(Kabl hands soup-plate to Bupbbt. 
BuPBBf . (taking soup) The cook's a broth ! Her soup 
is superfine. 
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HuDDtE. (handing Rupert hUl of fare) Here is the 
bill of fare, with every course in it. 

SuPEBT. (inspecting hill) I*m glad to see your carte 
has got no horse in it. 
You're no hippophagist, I hope? 

Muddle, (puzzled) Don't quiz. 

I've not the least conception what it is. ^ 

Rupert, (beginning to explain) Hippophagism ■ 

Muddle, (interrupting) Words of that description, 
Are to my wits as puzzling as Egyptian. 

Rupert, It means " to /eetZ on horse." 

Muddle, (incredulous) Fi done ! 

Rupert, (laughing at her) You stare ! 
But people do. 

Muddle. Eat horses ? 

Rupert: Om, grandmhre ! 

The noble steed, of many a race the winner, 
When horS'de»comhat serves us for a dinner. 
But don't you think it must be very coarse flesh P 

Muddle. I'm not upon the turf, so don't know " hotse 



Rupert. Though a nice filly p'r'aps might be a treat, 
" Filet de hosuf" is what Pd rather eat. 

Muddle. K novelties in food they're seeking thus, 
They soon may dine on hippopotamus. ^ 

I love the horse's graceful cafiterixif; motion, 

(imitating a Jiorse cantering 
But eating him ! I canH abide the notion. 
Bring the decan^rs, Karl, and let's make merry, 
(Kabl goes to the side^ and comes hack with two decanters.) 
(to Rupert) You'll drink a glass of " sherry wlne^* nfijff 

cheri? 
Or try the ** fine old fruity " p'r'aps you apght, ' : 
Since you've returned here, like a ship to |&r<. 
Which would you like ? You only have/to tell usi^^^*^ 
Our cellar holds some very fine 'BvlcgUos. fWf 

Karl, (deferentially) And, as you spoke of noSeSp 
I'd suggest, 
There's also Jwchy sir, of the very best. 
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RuPEBT. (hemldered) This is no shabby f ea^t. 
Muddle. Which d' you prefer ? 
KupEBT. (remorsefully) And I have treated you so. 
Karl, (about to pour wine into B,vpeb,t*8 glass) Chaolis^ 

sir? 
BuPEBT. Well; fill a bumper up, no matter what, 
i^d, Granny, kt us drink " A happy lot." 
■ Muddle; (reprovingly) Don't drink a lot, discretion 

ought to teach 
A little should suffice. 

RuPEBT. (rising with glass in hand) 1*11 make a speech. 
(the Baboness and Kabl applaud vociferously. 
RuPEBT. (hesitating in the usual style of sfeahers — tlie 
Baboness and Kabl applauding loudly after cock 
line*) 
If there's one branch of art that I am weak in, 
/Tis the perplexing art of " public speaking," 
The elocution which I learnt at school, 
JDoes not prevent me feeling like a fool. 
And so my brevity you must excuse, 
I neither can instruct you, nor amuse — 
Yet, to say something pretty, as I'm bound, 
lijBt me propose this toast, " Our healths all round ! " . 

(RuPEBT sits down, the other two applaud, awZ all drinli-^ 
^ Kabl a^ hack drinks out of bottle,) 

/Muddle, (approvingly) Yoir spieech was good, and 

'* *' very well you said it. 
It wasn't striking, but it did you credit. ^ 

And now you'll sing a song r * 

* RupEBT. (coughing — modestly) 1 have but STnall meiuas, 
But if you care to hear — 

Muddle. Oh yes, by all means. 

AiB — ^^JJegende du Verre" (Grand Duchess,) 

JkrPBBT. Ypn'Q please bo fill this glass of mine, 
^f ■ And please to fill it quite full, 

And hear me sing the praise of wine, 
The subject is delightful ! 
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Aq4 bear him sing the praise of wino^.. 
' Tlie subject is delightful. 

BuPBBT. Cold water have I drtmk of late. 
And nasty staff I think it. 
I }iopei. 'twill neyer be my fate 
Again to have to drink it. 

Chobus. 

He hopes 'twill never be his fate, 
Again to have to drink it. 

BuPKST. Then jndge what pleasure must be mmo^ 
To fill my glass with rosy wine! 

Ghobus. 

Whai pleasure must be his and minOi . 
To fill the glass with rosy wine ! 

Eabl. {addressing Rupeut) 

K yon would wander hence no more, 

Twould give us satisfaction, 
The cellar offers you a store, 

If wine be an attraction. 



Chorus. 



The cellar offers 



f me 



} 



If wine be an attraction. 

Cakl. Sometimes I get the cellar key. 
And glide in surreptitious, 
A stolen glass of eau-de-viOf 
Oh, isn't it delicious ! 

Choeus. ^ 

A stolen glass of 'eati-^^e-ddi 
Oh, isn't it delicious 1 

Kabl. a very well-worn theme iis minO| 
But who can tire of rosy wine ! 



^ 



>*^ 



'\ 
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A very well-worn theme is mine, 
But who can tire of rosy wine ! 

Muddle, (io Eupeut) Well, dear, Tm glad your 
spirits haven't sank, 
In spite of all the water that yon dmnk. 

BupEBT. (mysteriously') No wonder Fm in spirits! 
Where I've been 
There were no end of spirits to be seen, 
I saw fheir fishy forms — aye, many a scaly *un. 
Muddle, (distressed — aside io Kabl) He's mad ! 
Kabl. (cLside to Mvhhluwitz) Oh, no, he's slightly 

Bacchanalian. 
EuPEBT. (lost in a reve^^ie) They all had tails, though 

endless was their number. 
Muddle. I see! you've supped ou salmon and 
cucumber ! 
. And then had horrid dreams ; but well you knew 
•"•It is a dish that dwagrees with you. 

Imprudent ! But you shan't be ill to-day, 
V^ So, Karl, you'd better take the fish away. 
± (Kabl removes disJt from fdble.^ 

% Rupebt. (wiiJi an expression of dlsrjust) Don't fear — 

I wouldn't touch a bit, I vow. 
" Poisson " to me is just like poison now. 

(pointing to hdl of fqre!) 
Ko salmon in your " mcmC* let there be, 
Even a mimioxo is too much for me. 
* (7ie. soliloquiis^jisidey ike other tico tcatcJiing him anxiously^ 

Lurline ! Bei^rse for what I've done begins. 
Hk • ^ (touching tcine glassJ) 

liven this riutage makes me think of fins. 
My poor Lurline ! Her ring ix^tumed with scorn ! 
And then' I leitforlowj — ^left her forlorn. 
She sighs amidst the carp, the mermen bore her, ^ 
They're carping at licr for her false adorer. 
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Or tliere's some plot of vengeance — she sits hntching' iL 
I must confess Vm half afraid of " catching it," 
For she may come with swordiish and with pike ■ 
Muddle (aside to Kabl) A devilled chop perhaps, is 
what he'd like. 
• KupERT. (continuing as before) And fall upon ns, 

seated at the revel. 
I've tried the angel's temper. 

Kabl. (to Rupriit) Try •* a devil ! ** 

BrUPBBT. No; thanks. 

Muddle, (imploringly) Oh, do, 

RuPEBT. (absorbed in reflections) A Naiad's anger, wheii 

Aronsed, is pangent, peppery 

Muddle, (as before) With Cayenne. 

BupKBT. (to Babokess) Pd rather not. 

( asyle agaiin as before. 
Ah, wherefore was I fickle ? 

I've got myself into a pretty -^ 

Kabl. (offerir^g Rupebt cruet stnnd) Pickle ? 
Muddle. Dear Rupert, why on gloomy thoughts intent f 
Tour doleful mug jars on onr merriment. 
Now yon are safe at home all care should flee, 
To-day your* granny merry meant to be. 

RupKBT. (rousing himself with an effort) You're pighitb* 
From these reflections I'll refrain- 
Then, come what may ! Karl, fill my glass again. . "** 
{singing the refrain of the last ajfp 

For oh, this nectar is divine. 

Then fill the glass, and pass the wine ! 

Chobus. 

For oh, this nectar is divine, 
Then fill the glass, and pass the wine« 
(at the conclusion of this^ a loud clap ofthwider is hoard 

Muddle, (starting) A storm ! f * • 

RuPEBT. (troubled^ aside) It bodes some ill to me, 1 1 
Muddle. I said, on your return, the bells /dionld peal. 

But why the thunder pealed I can't divine^ 

^e weather seemed particularly fine. 
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KiBL. The ran set rosy. 
BupxBT. (oiide) Mischiefs in the air. 
MuDDLB (io Kahl) And what was the barometer P 
KaxOs.*" Bet f Birr 
(during iliese lines^ moro daps of thunder hoard, and ram, 
and hail pouring.') 

Muddle. A tempest*s brewing. Goodnes-s what a gale ! 

Kabl. Some one is browing a good deal of Itailf 
EUtrk how onr castle walls the torrent washes ! 

Muddle, (plaintively) And jost when I've lost one of 
mj goloshes. 
I sent the pair to have some mending done, 
The stnpid shopman only sent back one. 
As if to walk in one golodi I cared ! 
The odd one now must go to be vd-paired. 

Kaql (fnjmpathizing) Stupid it was ! Of mud there'll 
be sucli loads, 
Tou*ll really need " gohshes,** ma'am, on ** roads^ 

Xsf^ music begins, and Lurlinr's voice is heard, a single 
higit note and a shaJce. All start, the storm still pntceeds 
at intervals, getting fainter as tlui music grows louder) 

.^ Muddle. But listen, there is music from the river. 

• ItuPBBT. (starts up xoildlij — in an agonised tone) Her 

^toice ! I know her shake ! 
V Muddle, (to Rupbbt) Why, how you shiver! 

(all listen while Lublinb is heard without singing, the song 
gradually getting louder) 

AiB, "PZow on, silver Bhine.'* 

I come— I leave my silver Rhmo, 
4» To seek thee in this home of thine. 

O f aidless Rupert, thou shalt see 
How ^gfcg. a Naiad's wrath can be ! 

(o^ (he end of nH^ three raps are he(ird underneaUi the table) 

Muddle, (terrified, pointing at table) The table's going 

to torn. 
BuPBBT, (oiide, overwhelm^ with remorse) Her loto X 

spumedy . 
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And now on me the tables will be turned. 

(another rap under the tahW) 
Muddle, (i na trembling voice) Who's that ? (another 
rap) 
Oh, do como in — ^whoever's there, 
That style of repartee I cannot bear. 

Music, LuBLiNB rises closely veiled, tlvrough trap^uphehind 
table and stands motionless. 

Muddle, (lidlf fainting , supporthig hemelf againstK.Anh, 
pointing to Lublinb) Who enters ? Say ! To breathe I 

scarce am able, 
'Tia a strange entree on our dinner table. 

The Rhine King, Jean Dore, and Mermen appear 

simultaneously at different sides, the Bajioness looks 

round bewildered) 
And — ^awf ul apparitions ! Who are ye f .*. 

(the Rhine Kino advances towards her — she retreats) 
Some horrid ogre ! gracious me ! 

Ejlng. (solem/nhf) Lords of the Rhine, its ancicn% 
spirits we. 
Its billowy depths we mermen guard and keep. 

Muddle. I called no " spirits from the vasty deep." "* 

Jean. But here we are I 

Karl. You are, the fact's appalling. 

Jean. Do you imagine we should heed your calling ? 

Muddle. What do you want with us ? 

Karl. Yes — ^that's tJie thing. 

LuRL. (slmcly unveiling herself, in a tone of awful 
sevciity) Count Rupert, I have come to claim my ring ! 

Rupjert. (despairingly) Lurline-— forgive — 

LuRL. (sarcastically) You do remember mef '" 
I compliment you on your memory. 
Though not so long ago in tears we p2^|hAL 
Since then I don't think youWe been biMBK-hearted. 
A truce to this ; Our ties Fve come to^Per, 
Give me my ring, and I will go for ever. 

Rupert, (in a dilemma, aside) What shall I say P Her 
ring I She knows I've scorned it, 
(aJoudjtrying to m^he cm excuse) What ({ui I do with itf 
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LuBL. Perliaps you pawned it. 
BrPEitT. (Jiaatily) No — ^no — ^indeed you're wrong. 
LuBL. Of course I am. (jtdth bitter irony') 
It wasn't worth the pawning, bcring sham. 

(slie produces the ring 
So you declared — but nought could be untruer— ^ 
It's " good as gold " — ^a great deal more than you are. 
Yet, once I fondly trusted you. Alas ! 
^ I took for gold what merely was j^our brass. 

(RupKRT itf ahout to speah, slie stops him.') 
Don't speak ! Deny not you were faithless, cruel ! 

(slowly and distinctly. 
I know the way you parted with this jewel. 

Am and Cnonus. — ^^ Oh^ Mary** 

^, LuBZ- Eupert, Rupert ! 

'^ You have used me sadly, j 

Treated me too badly. 
Who loved you, loved you madly, 
Rupert, Rupert ! 
How could you deceive me ? 
^'>^ Run away and leave me, 

1^ A Naiad all forlorn ? 

^ CnoRus. 

Fie, Rupert ! Fie, Rupert ! 
Shame to leave her ! 
Gay deceiver ! 
?! Rupert! fie! Rupert! 
She, poor thing, was all forlorn* 
BuPBBT. (aside) Goodness gracious} 
What a fix am I in ! 

I it's no good trying, 
kd 'tis too kte for lying. 
Too audacious, 
I her rage defying, 
Left her sobbing, uighing. 
Rejected her gift with scorn ! 



^ 
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Chobtts. 
Fie ! Rupert — ^fie ! Rupert, eta 
Air. — Tiff^ paff, pouffT (Orande Dtichesse!) 

LuRL. (changing to a tone of ferocity) My temper you 
thought was charmmg, 
Now you shall see 
Sometimes in a most alarming 
Rage I can be. 
I have only to wave my hand, sir, 

Over the Rhine, 
And the waves down there would answer 

Wljen I gave the sign. 
And the river'd rise with a terrible splash 
Right over the castle walL Crash, dash ! 

Chorus. a 

^> 

And the river'd rise with a terrible splash 
Right over the castle wall. Crash, dash ! . - 

JjjyBJ., Then loud though you cried for quarter- 
All would be vain. 

You*d sink in a waste of water— m. 

Rise n^'er again ! % 

Your flight — it was most outrageous. 

P'r'aps, hftd you known |^ 

That I could be so rampagious 
You'd not have flown. 

For the river'd rise with a terrible splash 

Right over the castle wall. Crash, diSi ! 

CnoRUb. — For the river'd rise, etc. 

!^ABL. (aside to Baroness, trembling) 3ho looks a? i| 

she meant it, every bit. 
Muddle, (aside to Karl) I'm flt toiiM|^ 
Earl. And I shall havS|pt. 

KiKG, (to J KATJ, pointing to Karl and Muddle) Poor 

things ! "With terror how their hearts are thrilling. 
JKarl. (aside to Muddle, reassuringly) P'r aps it's her 

joke— 
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Muddle. Her joke is truly killing. 

(to LuBLiNB, imploringly. 
Oh, let his loving (jrranny bear the blame- 
Not Enpert — Miss What-ever — is — ^your — ^name ! 
Spare and forgive my Rupert if you can, 
Ele's such a very promising young man. 

L! RL. He's promising, I grant: he made a heap 
Of promises he never meant to keep. 

King. Then bolted from our premises — ^the scamp ! 
Muddle, (siiujgesting an excuse) He may have found the 
tlimate there too damp. 
• LuRL. (turning ^oBahoness) Say, was j^otir lover false, 
your spouse undutiful 

In days gone by when you were young ? 

Muddle, (mth comcions pride') And beautiful. 

LuBL. Were you deceived by one on whom you doated ? 
Muddle. I always found the Baron most devoted. 
LuRL, Then you can't feel for one whose hopes are 
blighted. 
A it a^slight thing, think you, to be slighted ? 

(passionately. 
Was it for ikis I took the pains to save 
JCb at wretched mortal from a watery grave ? 

'^tm viper in my bosom did I 

RuPEET. (indignantly interrupting) Hold ! 
'-^To fibs on this occasion need be told. 

LuBL. (fieixely) What! I toll fibs? tdu dare 

address me thus ? 
BuPEBT, (calnily) By nature madam, you're am* 
ph^Gus. 
This is imagination's wildest dream. 
To say you saved me drowning in the stream ? 
Why, the fact was — ^you can't deny it's true, 
I shouldn't have been in it but for you. 

With we you £|^ in love 

King, (to Lubline) He's right, my daughteri 
BuPEBT, Lured by your songs, I fell into the water. 
Tromhome, from friends, though Granny's heart was 

breaking 

You took me 
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Huddle, (to Karl) Well, she mud be very taking. 
EuPEBT. (still to Lubline) My condact, you assert^ 
has been nnfair, 
But 8houl(J we make a well-assorted pair ? 
A Naiad and a mortal ! 
Jkan. Answer, no ! 

Kino, (to Lubline) Yon recollect, my dear, T told yon so. 
RuPEBT. (beseechingly to Lubline) Oh, then, return 
to your delightful cave, 
** Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave,'* 
Forget tlie lover you could never wed. 

Jean. And please take up;* our faithful Jean instead. 
Bupebt. (pointing to Jean) Give him ' the ring you 

gave me. 
King, (pleadirig for J'kaii} Se*U be true. 
Let that poor Triton try it on. 
Bupebt. (ditto) Yes, do. 

Jean, (to Lubline) You know my tale c^ love and 
anguish, don't you ? * 

The tale's a trite *un^ but youll have me, won't you P '-j- 
LuBL. (slowly ^ wad with an ejforQ WeUj, I perceive 
it's little use to firet, 
For just the very thing one cannot get, i^A^ 

So if I must^ I must accept my lot, ^^ 

4jid be cpntgnted with the thing I've got. , 

(she gives her hand to Jean I>ob£« j 
Kino. Bravo 1 
Jean, (rapturously) My ^jweet, mj own, Lurline I how 

kind ! 
Bupebt« (to Lubline) And you rc^gn me then ? 
LuBL. (suppressing a sigh) Yes, I'm resigned. 
Bupebt. (giving his hand to Baroness) And I hence- 
forth with Granny moan to stop. 
Of her declining years to be the prop. 

Lubl. (incredulously to Bupebt) Youll seek a bride — 
Bupebt. I wouldn't so dislx^ss yda. 

(oM^e) At least not just at present. 
Muddle, (embracing Bupebt tea/rfully') Bupert ! bless 
you! 
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LuBL. (^advancing to audience) Peroliance you're tired 
of fishes, and tiieir iales^ 
Bat own onr mnsio wasn't merely scales^ 
A blaze of trimnph we of course desire. 
Though we don't want to ** set the Rhine on firo," 
Lest in the effort we should emulate 

The " dear departed " Opera-house's fate. j 

Farewell, for this is onr concluding scene, , 

Back to her water-cave i*etums Lurline. i 

(turning to the rest of {he odoris t 

So now friends, all of you, without more parley, J 

Finny or not, you'll join in our ^nale ! I 

FINALE. I 

AiB.— •* Le Savetler.'* (Offenbach.') 

Lxthl. This is the moral of the story, 
Folks should be content to marry in their sphere, 
I was a goose to snub Jean Dore 
t. , Pining for a lover when I had one near< 
Naiads ! ne'er with mortals wed ! 
Beek a Merman spouse instead ! 
^ Never, never, never with a mortal wecl I 

Chobtts. 
■Q Naiads ! ne'er with mortals wed, etc., eta 

Rupert. After the trouble and confusion 
Granny, on a love afiPair no more I'll roam, 
^ Sirens avoid ! is my conclusion, 
li I want to marry I can look near home. 
Mortals ! ne er with Naiads wed ! 
Seek a mortal spouse instead ! 
Never, never, never with a Naiad wed I 

, '. Chobus. 

Mortals I ne'er with, &c. 
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